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That here I bring you ; for the treasons laid

-Have missed their mark and left unwounded yet

My house's honour that retains in trust

So great a charge.   You had word ere this of me

By what strange fortune was their plot made known

Who thought to fall upon us unaware

And find a ferry for some seventy swords

To cross the lake in mine own barge surprised

And smite those thirty guards that hold the walls

And make a murderous passage for the queen

To come forth free with feet that walked in blood ;

And how by one a Frenchman of her train

Who being not in their counsel heard some speech

Of such a preparation, and conceived

This was a plot to take her from your hand

Laid by the fiercer faction of the Kirk

That sought to snare and slay her in your despite,

To me was all discovered ; and betimes

I gave command no barge thenceforth should pass

Between the main shore and mine island walls,

But a skiff only that with single oars

Might be rowed over.    Baffled thus, her friends

Were fain to buy the boatman's faith with gold,

Whom on suspicion I dismissed, but since

Finding less trust and service in the knave

That had his place, called back and bade take heed

Of these that would have won to their device

A foundling page within my castle bred

And called by mine own name ; who,by this plot

Should have seduced for them my sentinels